A Greek Tragedy

- Sophocles” Antigone
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Lesson Five: Antigone

Document B

DRAMATIS PERSONZE

ANTIGONE, daughter of (Eurydice and
Focasta, late King and Queen of
Thebes.

ISMENE, her sister.

CREON, their uncle, brother of Focasta,
now Ruler of Thebes.

HAEMON, Creon’s son, betrothed to
Antigone.

(EURYDICE, wife of Creon, mother of
Hamon. _

' TEIRESIAS, a blind prophet

A SENTRY )

TWO MESSENGERS

CHORUS OF THEBAN ELDERS

SCENE: Before the Palace at Thebes.
TIME: Early morning.

SCENE: Courtyard of the Royal Palace at Thebes.
There are three entrances—one into ei-
ther wing, and central doors into the
palace. Enter ANTIGONE and ISMENE
from the palace door. Time—early morn-

ing.

ANTIGONE: Ismene, my own sweet sister,
can you imagine any suffering, any
humiliation worse than we have al-
ready endured together? Of all the

curses heaped upon the house of

(Edipus, do you think thereis asingle
curse that the gods will not work out
upon us before we die?

And now comes thisnew edict which
Ihear ourking hasissued to the whole
city. Surely you have heard that the
punishment which our enemies have
brought uponthemselvesis threaten-
ing those we love?

ISMENE: No, Antigone, I have heard ho
news—good or bad—about anyone

we love, since the day our brothers
killed each other.

Nothing since the Argive army fled
last night—mnothing to bring me ei-
ther joy or sorrow.

ANTIGONE: So I thought; and thatis why I
havebeen trying tobring you outside
to talk to you alone.

ISMENE: What is it? What dark thought
thunders in your mind?

ANTIGONE: You know that Creon has
granted one of our brothers the
honour of a state funeral, but has
insulted the other by denying him the
right of burial? They say that Creon
buried Eteocles with all traditional
ceremonies so that he should be
honoured by the dead. But he has
decreed that the wretched Polynices
(looks to right) must not be mourned,
but shall be left, unwept, unburied,
for vultures to batten upon.

This is the order of our gracious
King-—anorder thatbinds you, yes—
and binds me too. And should any-
onenothaveheard it, heisonhisway
now to proclaim it, as he counts it no
light matter.

Anyone who dares to disobey shall
die— die by stoning in the market-
place. There! Now is your chance to
show the mettle of your royal blood.
ISMENE: If things are as bad as this, how
could my meddling help them now?
ANTIGONE: Are you prepared to help?
ISMENE: What is it? Is it dangerous? What
' do you mean?
ANTIGONE: Will you help to give
Polynices—

ISMENE: You mean—bury him (looking in

the direction of the corpse.) In defiance
of the order?
ANTIGONE: He is mybrother—and yours—
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unless you disown him. I cannot be
- false to him.

ISMENE: You are mad. Creon has forbidden
it.

ANTIGONE: But he has no right to shut me
away from what is mine.

ISMENE: Think back, Antigone. Think first
how our father died, detested and
disgraced. Think how he stabbed out
his eyes with his own hands, when he
discovered the full horror of his guilt.
Then his mother who became his
wife—his mother-wife— one per-
son—took a rope and hanged herself
in shame. And now, our two broth-
ers—poor wretched men—have died
on the same day, each at the other’s
hand.

We two that alone are left, how much
more dishonourable willbe ourend if
we break the law and defy the King’s
decree! We must remember that we
arewomen, and womenarenotmeant
to fight withmen. Ourrulers aresstron-
ger than ourselves, and we must obey
them in this, and in things more bitter
still.

And so I shall obey those in power,
since I am forced to do so, and can
only ask the dead to pardonme, since
there is no wisdom at all in going too
far.

ANTIGONE: I will not press you to doit.
Even if you should decide to help me,
you would not do it with a good
grace, nor would your help be wel-
come to me. Be trueto yourself. Ishall
bury him. I could not die better than
in doing this. Resting with the one I
love, who loves me, I shall be a crimi-
nal most holy.

I owe a longer allegiance to the dead
than to the living; for with them I

shall sleep for all eternity. But you,
dishonour the laws of heaven if you
must.

ISMENE: I am not dishonouring them, but
defy the country’s laws I cannot.

ANTIGONE: Make this your excuse, if you
wish. I am going to bury the brother
that I love.

ISMENE: Poor girl—how I fear for you!

ANTIGONE: Don'tfear for me. Look to your
own fate.

ISMENE: At least, Antigone, tell no one of
this. Breathe no word of it, and nei-
ther will L.

ANTIGONE: Oh! shout it from the house-
tops! They’ll hate you all the more, if
you keep it quiet.

ISMENE: You are all on fire to do a deed that

chills my blood.

ANTIGONE: But [ know, Ismene, 1 am only
serving where my duty lies.

ISMENE: If you can, then do. But you are in
love with the impossible.

ANTIGONE: I shall only give up when my
strength fails.

ISMENE: Why pursue the impossible at all?

ANTIGONE: Say that, and I shall hate you.
The dead will hate you too—and
justly. Go, leave me and my folly to
suffer what you fear. That way I shall
not die in disgrace.

ISMENE: Do it, if you must. But remember
this at least, that foolish though you
are, there’ll be some who still will
love you.

(ANTIGONE goes (right) to bury the
corpse. ISMENE pauses and returnsinto
the palace.)

(Chorus of Theban Elders enters from left
and takes up position in front of the
stage.) )
CHORUS: Ray of the sun, the fairest light
that ever shone on the gate of Thebes,

65



Lesson Five: Aniigone

Document B

-we hail you, eye of the golden day,

- Rising over Dirce’s streams. You have
scattered in flight the Argive foe, the
panoplied host with their long white
shields. Youhavedrivenaway in gal-
loping rout.

LEADER: Polynices led this host angered by
the claim refused him. Down they
swooped like screaming eagles
shielded with wings aswhite as snow,
tossing their crests of horsehair
plumes that fluttered from a thou-
sand helms they swooped upon our
land.

CHORUS: Over our roofs he paused, flash-
ing spears athirst for blood, ravening
round our seven gates. But ere the
torch had burnt our towers, or his
jaws with our blood were glutted, he
fled, and loud was the roar of war of
the Theban dragon behind him.

LEADER: Zeus, who hates a braggart’s
tongue, saw that mighty host ap-
proaching inthe pride of clanging gold.
One he struck with lightning bolt, as
he scaled the wall and moved his lips
to raise the shout of “Victory.”

CHORUS: Down he swung to earth with a
crash, with torch ablaze—madman!
tobreathe againstusblasts of flaming
hate in vain his threats! And thou-
sands more were sent to their deaths
by the havoc-making War-god, our
Protector.

LEADER: Their seven chiefs at our seven
gates stood matched with ours, but
they left to Zeus the tribute of their
brazen arms; all save two brothers,
who face to face, and spear to spear,
went down in a common death.

CHORUS: The Goddess of Victory has come
to share the joy of glorious Thebes.
Let us now, the war forgotten, thank

our gods with dance and song. All |
night long let Bacchus lead us, lead
the dance till he shake the earth.

LEADER: Look! the King of ourland ishere—

King Creon, newly crowned by the
new fortunes that the gods have sent.
What thoughts are in his mind, that
he has summoned us to this confer-
ence?

(Enter CREON from the centre door of
the palace. He is dressed as a king and
preceded by attendants.)

CREON: My friends, the gods have brought

our ship of state safely to port after
wild tossing on the stormy seas. We
have summoned you here, of all our
people, because we know how firm
was your allegiance to King Laius,
and how loyal you were to his succes-
sor, (Edipus, and when he died, tohis
children after him. As you know, his
two sons killed each other, staining
their hands with abrother’sblood. So
we now hold the throne and the su-
preme power as kinsman of the dead.

A man’s character and ability can
only be judged when he has been
tried as a ruler. Him we will hold
base, and always have done so, who
whenin charge of thestate spurns the
best advice, and through fear closes
his lips. And if he put friends before
his country, we have for him nothing
but contempt.

Zeus, who sees all, knows that we
cannotbe silent, if we see our country
heading for disaster. Our country’s
enemy could never be our friend. For
we know well that this country is a
ship that bears us safely, and, only if
we steer her straight, shall we make
real friends.

By such principles we will make this city
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‘great, and in accordance with them
- wehave published a decree aboutthe
sons of (Edipus. Eteocles, who died
fighting for his country, shallbe given
asoldier’s funeral and honoured with
. all the ceremony that the brave and
glorious deserve.

But his brother Polynices, that runaway
who came back to destroy with fire
and sword the city of his fathers and
ourancient shrines, who came totaste
his brother’s blood and make our
people slaves, this man, we have de-
creed, shall be left unburied and
unmourned. His corpse shalllie with-
out a grave, for dogs and vultures to
mangle and devour.

This is our decision. Never through an
act of ours shall a traitor share the
honours of the brave. But whoever
loveshis country, him wililwe honour
in life or death.

LEADER: Ifthisis your decision, King Creon,
about our country’s friend and our
country’s enemy, we must accept it.
You have the power to order what
youwill, both for the dead and for us,
the living.

CREON: See then that you keep well our
commands.

LEADER: Give that responsibility toyounger
men.

CREON: We have already chosen sentries to
guard the body.

LEADER: What further orderdoyouwishto
give?

CREON: To givenoeartoanyone whobreaks
my law.

LEADER: No one but a fool would want to
die.

CREON: Yes, death will be his wages. But
bribes have often led men to disaster.

(A SENTRY enters from right)

SENTRY: Please sir, it is not from running
that I am out of breath—no, I am not,
forI've stopped lots of times to think,
and I keptlooking back and wonder-
ing if I should come at all. I kept
saying to myself, “Don’t be a fool!
Why go and look for trouble?” I said.
And then again, “Why stand there
like a fool?” says I, “if this gets round
to Creon before you get there, you'll
pay forit.”

What with worrying over all this I
dawdled, and a short road turned

into a long one. In the end Imade up

mymind tocome,and herelam, even
if I've nothing so say, I'll say it. I've
come hanging on to the hope that. ..
after all, as I said to myself, what's
coming to me is coming.

CREON: Yes—yes—but whatis the trouble?

SENTRY: First let me speak for myself. I
didn’tdoit—I didn’t see who did it. It
isn’t right that this should get meinto
trouble.

CREON: How cleverly youhedge! Youcover
yourself well. You must have some-
thing very strange to say.

SENTRY: I have, sir. A man does not rush
into trouble.

CREON: Well, let me hear it, and then be off.

SENTRY: Right, I'll tell you—it’s the body—

someone has just buried it and gone
off—he sprinkled dust on it, and per-
formed the rites.

CREON: What did you say? What living
man would dare to do such a thing?
SENTRY:Idon’tknow, sir. Therewas
nomark of a pick-axe, or earth thrown
up by a spade. The ground was hard
and dry, unbroken, and there wereno
wheel tracks. Whoever did it left no
clue.

When the first day-sentry showed us
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this, we were all too stunned to speak.
The body was concealed not by a
mound, but by a light layer or dust
thrown on it, as if someone wanted to
escape the curse of leaving a corpse
unburied. There was no sign that any
dog or wild animal had been near to
maul it.

Then we started arguing—each sen-
try accused the other. Wenearly came
to blows, as there was no one there to
stop us. We all blamed each other,
and we couldn’t prove who had done
it; each one said thathe knew nothing
about it. We were ready to take red-
hotiron in our hands, or to walk thro’
fire, or to swear by all the gods in
heaven that none of us had either
done it or had any part in it.

 Inthe end, when all our questions got

us nowhere, one of us said some-
thing, and after what he said, we
didn’t dare look up. We didn’t know
how to contradict him, nor, if we fol-
lowed his advice, how we could es-
cape trouble. His advice was toreport
the matter to you and not to hush it
up.

Sowedrew lotsto decide who should
tell you, and my luck was out. So here
Iamtobring youthenews, whichIdo
not want to tell, nor you to hear. No
onelikesamanwhobringsbad news.

LEADER: O King, I have been wondering,

could this not be the work of the gods?
CREON: Enough!before Iburst with
rage, and you show yourselves fool-
ish old men. Your suggestion is fan-
tastic! Thatthe gods should care about
this corpse, that they should bury
and honour as a patriot—a man who
came toburntheirtemples, to destroy

 their sacred treasures, to scorch their

land, and tear up their laws! Have
you ever known the gods to honour
evilmen?

I have long known there are men in
the city who murmur against me,
shaking theirheads insecret, and chaf-
ing with discontent under my yoke.
These are the men, I know, who have
bribed my guards to do this deed.

Nothing has brought more evil to
mankind than money. Money brings
cities tothe dustand drives men from
their homes. Money corrupts honest
souls and lures them on to wicked-
ness. Money leads men tfo crime and
to every kind of sin.

But the men who have been hired for
this deed have made their death in-
evitable.

Therefore, as Zeus lives, the god in
whom Itrust, Iswear, that unless you
find the man who carried out this
burial and bring him here before my
eyes, death alone will not be punish-
ment enough for you. You shall be
strung up alive, and left hanging un-
til you reveal the author of this
monstrous outrage. You shall learn
the folly of hoping to profit from evil-
doing and of seeking wealth by
shameful practices. Ill-gotten gain
brings not happiness but misery.

SENTRY: (subdued.) May I speak, or shall I

g0 now?

CREON: Do younotseethatevery word you

speak is torture to me?

SENTRY: Torture to your ear, or to your

conscience? ‘

CREON: It is no concemn of yours where my

trouble lies.

SENTRY: The one who did it troubles your

mind, I only offend your ears.
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CREON: You are a born chatterer.

SENTRY: That may be so, but I am innocent
of this charge.

CREON: Indeed? When you have sold your-
self for money!

SENTRY: [t is a pity that your opinion of me
is so mistaken.

CREON: Quibbleé about opinions if you will,
but if you fail to discover the culprit,
you shall find that treachery leads
only to disaster.

(CREON goes into the palace.)

SENTRY: I hope they find him, but whether
he is caught or not (fate will settle
that), you may be sure you won't see
me here again. And now I thank the
gods I am still alive. Inever expected
it.

(SENTRY goes out right.)

CHORUS: Wonders are many, but the great-
est of all is man.

The foaming windswept sea is his con~
quest.

His ships cleave through engulfirig
waves.

He has conquered the earth,

Earth, the unwearied and everlasting,
with ploughs that never rest from
year to year.

He ensnares the carefree birds, and nets
the fishes of the deep, and traps the
savage beast. Man, the ingenious, has
mastered the mountain beast, has
bridled the rough-maned horse, and
yoked the mighty bull. He has found
wind-swift thought, he has learnt
speech, and taught himself to live
with other men. Hehas sheltered him-
self from frost, and the shafts of rain.
Man, always resourceful, can escape
all—but death. Even disease he can
master. He has science beyond his
dreams, which he uses for good orill.

And when he lives by the laws of gods

and men, his country prospers. But if
he chooses evil and defies the gods,
he destroys his country.

Such a man shall never cross my thresh-
old, never shall I share his thoughts.

(The SENTRY reenters with ANTIGONE
as a prisoner.)

LEADEROFCHORUS: Whatdevil'sworkis
this?

I do not understand. It cannot surely be
Antigone? How comes she to be un-
der arrest, unhappy girl? She could
not be so foolish as to defy the King's
decree?

SENTRY: Here's the one who did it. I caught
her at it. Where’s Creon?

(CREON appears, preceded by soldiers.)

LEADER: Here he comes—just when we
need him.

CREON: What is this? What has happened
that my return should be so oppor-
tune?

' SENTRY: Your majesty, there is nothing a

man should ever swear he will not
do, for often second thoughts belie
the first. I vowed it would be a long
time before I ever came here again,
buffeted by your threats as I was be-
fore.
But there’s nothing like an unexpected

success. And so've come—although
I swore I wouldn't—with this girl I
found preparing a burial. We didn‘t
draw lots this time. It was my own
find, no one else’s. And now, your
majesty, cross-examine her, and deal
with her as you will. ButIam cleared
now. You cannot charge me with this
crime again. )

CREON: Where did you find her? How?
Where did you catch her?

SENTRY: She was burying the body. That’s
all thereistoit.

CREON: Do you know what you're saying?
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Is it the truth?

SENTRY: To put it plainly—I saw her bury-
ing the body which you said was not
to be touched.

CREON: How did you come to see her? Did
you catch her in the act?

SENTRY: It happened like this. When I got
back to my companions with those
terrible treats of yours stillinmy ears,
we brushed away all the dust that
covered the corpse, and laid the
clammy body quite bare. Then we sat
down on some high rock out of the
wind, away from the smell. There we
were, nagging each other to keep
awake, in case any of us should ne-
glect his watch.

So we stayed until the sun was at its
highest, and itsheat grew fierce. Then
suddenly awhirlwind raised amighty
storm from the earth, which blotted
out the sky, swept the plain, and
stripped the low-lying wood bare of
itsfoliage. The wide expanseofheaven
was black with dust. We shut our
eyestoavoid thisafflictionsentby the
gods.

And when at last the storm was over,
we saw this girl. She was uttering
shrill cries, as a bird in pain when it
sees its nest empty and robbed of its
young. When she saw the bared
corpse, she sobbed bitterly and cursed
the one whohad done it. Then at once
she brought dry sand in her hands,
and three times poured a libation on
the body from a bronze pitcher.

The moment we saw it, we dashed
forward and caught her. She was calm
and not afraid. We cross-examined
her about the burial, and also about
the first one. At this she stood her
ground and denied nothing. Ina way

I was glad to see this, in a way I was
sorry—glad to get myself out of
trouble, sorry to lead others into it.
But what did all this matter as long as
I could save my own skin?

CREON: (fo ANTIGONE.) Do you deny or
admit this? Look up and answer me.

ANTIGONE: I admit it. I will not deny it.

CREON: (tothe SENTRY.) Youmay gowhere
youlike—youare cleared fromblame.

(Exit SENTRY.)

CREON!: (to ANTIGONE.) Tell me at once,
and keep to the point. Did you, ordid
you not know that my order had for-
bidden this?

ANTIGONE: I knew it well enough. The
whole city knew.

CREON: And yet you dared to disobey my
law?

ANTIGONE: It was not the gods whomade
that edict; this is not the kind of law
that divine Justice, who rules among
the dead, ordains for men. I did not
think that a mere mortal could make
decrees of such power thatthey could
override the unwritten and eternal
laws of heaven. For these live not to-
day nor yesterday, but for all time,
and no man knows when first they
came. o

I could not bring myself, through fear
of one man and one man’s pride, to
incur the punishment that falls on
those who break the laws of Heaven.

That I must die sometime I knew—
edict or no edict. And if I am to die
before my time, that I count a gain.
When onelives,asIdo,inthe midstof
sorrow, surely one were better dead?
So this fate isno calamity to me. But if
Thad allowed my ownbrothertoliein
death unburied, that would indeed
havebeensorrow beyond words. This
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‘bringsmenosorrow. AndifwhatIdo
now seems foolishness to you, per-
haps he who condemns my folly is . .
. a fool?

LEADER: The girl is as headstrong as her
father. She does not know how to
bend before misfortunes.

CREON: Do you not know that stubborn
spirits are most often broken? The
toughest steel, hardened in the fire, is
most often snapped. [ have seen the
wildest horses tamed by the lightest
curb.

Proud thoughts are not for slaves.
This girl was already a practised hand
in insolence when she transgressed
my established law, but this is inso-
lenceredoubled when shelaughs and
gloats over what she’s done.

Now she will be the man, not [, if she
wins this victory and goes unpun-
ished. Though she is my niece, and
bound to me more close than all who
worship atour family hearth, she shall
not escape a death most shameful—
no, nor her sister either. I accuse her,
too, of plotting this burial.

Go, bring her out. I saw her just now
within, hysterical and wild beyond
control. When men plot evil in the
dark, their thoughts often convict
them before the deed is done. How I
abhor the man who, when caught in
evil-doing, tries to glorify his crime.

ANTIGONE: Now that you have caught me,
do you want to do more than kill me?

CREON: Nothing more. Having that,  have
everything.

ANTIGONE: Why delay then? Your words
are displeasing tome as minemustbe
to you. God forbid this should ever be
otherwise. And yet how could Thave
won greater glory than by burying

my own brother? All here would ad-
mit this, if their mouths were not
gagged by fear. But kings are most
fortunate. They can say and do what
they like.
CREON: No one in Thebes but you holds
this opinion.
ANTIGONE: Oh yes, they do. Butthey cower
before you and curb their tongues.
CREON: Do you presume to ignore their
wisdom?
ANTIGONE: There is nothing shameful in
honouring a dead brother.
CREON: Wasnot the onewhodied for Thebes
your brother, too?
ANTIGONE: Yes, they both had the same
mother and father.
CREON: Then why insult the one by
‘honouring the other?
ANTIGONE: Eteocles in his grave would
not think that I insulted him.
CREON: Indeed he would, if you pay the
same honour to a traitor.
ANTIGONE: Polynices was his brother, not
his slave.
CREON: He attacked his country. Eteocles
gave his life for it.

ANTIGONE: May be, but there are rights

that every dead man is entitled to.

CREON: Yes, but not the same for traitors as
for patriots.

ANTIGONE: Who knows what the gods
regard as good, and what as evil?

CREON: A traitor is a traitor, even in death.

ANTIGONE: To those who love me I give
love, to those who hate me I return
not hate.

CREON: If love you must, then go and love
them in the world below. No woman
shall rule me while I'm alive.

(Enter ISMENE from the palace under escort.)

LEADER. See! Here Ismene comes.
Her clouded eyes drop tears—tears
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of a sister’s love.
Those cheeks are deeply flushed that
were just now so fair.

CREON: You viper! lurking secretly in my
house, sucking my life-blood! Little I
knew that Iwasnurturing two pests—
rebels against my throne. Answer
me—do you admit you took a share
in this burial, or will you swear on
oath that you knew nothing of it?

ISMENE: Idid it. . . (aside) if she will let me
stand with her.

Part of the blame is mine, and 1 will
bear it. )

ANTIGONE: You? Truth will not allow you
to say that.

You never offered, nor did T ask your
help.

ISMENE: Butnow thatyou are in this trouble,
I am not ashamed to brave the tem-
pest at your side.

ANTIGONE: The dead know, and the gods
who rule the dead know, whose deed
it was. A friend who only talks is no
friend of mine.

ISMENE: Sister, don't turn away from me.
Let me but die with you and pay
honour to the dead.

ANTIGONE: Die withme? Never! How dare
you claim a deed you've never done.
My death will be enough.

ISMENE: What life is worth living for me
when you are dead?

ANTIGONE: Ask Creon. (Sarcastically) He's
the one you really care for.

ISMENE: Antigone, why doyoulaugh? Why
hyurt me so? It does you no good.

ANTIGONE: Thurtmyself, Ismene, if Ilaugh
at you.

ISMENE: Then tell me how I can help you
even now.

ANTIGONE: Save yourself. I dont grudge
you your escape.

ISMENE: I beg you, Antigone,  beg you, let
me share your fate.

ANTIGONE: No. You chose to live, I chose
to die.

ISMENE: I did all I could to warn you first.

ANTIGONE: Warn me? Well, some may
think you the wiser, but others will
think I am.

ISMENTE: But the guilt fails equally upon us
both.

ANTIGONE: Take heart! You are alive. 1
died long since when I gave my life to
help the dead.

CREON: These women are both mad; one
hasjustbecome so, the other hasbeen
mad since she was born. A

ISMENE: Misfortune makes fools of usall, O
King, even the wisest.

CREON: A fool of you, when you chose to
join criminals in crime.

ISMENE: But how could I go on living, were
she not here?

CREON: “She”—*“here?” Enough! She is as

- good as dead.

ISMENE: Will you kill the gir] your own son
loves?

CREON: My son can find another field to
plough.

ISMENE: No, not another love like his and
hers.

CREON: I want no shameless woman to
wed my sor.

ANTIGONE: Haemon, dearest! How your
father wrongs you!

CREON: Enough of you and your marriage!

LEADER: Will you really rob your own son
of his bride? |

| CREON: No, not I, but Death himself will

end for me this love affair.
LEADER: So her death-warrant, it seems is

signed. :
CREON: Yes, by you, as much as by me. (To

the sentries) Youmen there, quick! take
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-them inside and put them in chains.

- Women like thesemustnot go outinto
the streets. When death comes near,
even the brave are apt to run.

(The -sentries take ANTIGONE and
ISMENE into the palace. CREON stays
thinking.)_

CHORUS: Blest are they whose day have
never tasted sorrow.
When a house quakes that the gods
have shaken,

Thecurseneverleavesit. Likeamoun-
tainous surging wave, rolled on by
blasts from Thrace over the darkness
of the deep, it passes to each genera-
tion.

While the ooze is stirred from the
ocean bed, and the billows break on
the wind-swept cliffs, and the
herdlands echo the roar.

Mine eyes have seen from ages past
the curse on the house of (Edipus
mounting woe upon woe from the
dead.

No generation can free the next, but
each is stricken by heaven, and no
respite comes to the race. A ray of
hope late shone in that house as the
last shoot quickened but the light has
been quenched by the godsbelow, by
a sprinkle of dust, and a foolish
tongue,

And a mind deranged.

Thy power, O Zeus, no pride of man
canshake; tis stronger than sleep that
ensnareth all, more tireless than
moons that wax and wane.

Age cannot touch thee, King en-
throned in the dazzling light of
Olympus. Thy law prevails till the
end of time the over-proud and the

over-greatare caughtintheendinthe
toils of Fate.

Hope roaming afar to some brings
blessing, but others it tempts with
vain desires, and aman walks blindly
till his feet are caught in the flame.
Wise was he of old who said: “He
whom the gods draw on to ruin sees
good as evil, evil good.

Few are his days without sorrow.”
LEADER: See, Heemon comes, the last of
your sons. Does he come in grief for
the doom of Antigone? Is he angry at
being cheated of his promised bride?

(Enter HAEMON from left.)

CREON: We shall soon know—more surely
than any prophecy could tell us. You
haveheard, my son, that yourbride is
sentenced to death. Have you come
to rail against your father? Or can I
trust you to be loyal whatever I do?

HZAEMON: Sir, ] am yours and I will follow
the wise guidance which you, my
father, have always put before me.
Nomarriagecould evermeanasmuch
to me as your good opinion.

CREON: Well said, my son! For a man’s
most heartfelt wish should be to bow
before his father’s judgment. It is for
this that a father prays to have obedi-
ent children, who will strike his en-
emies blow for blow, and honour the
same friends. The man who begets
worthless children, what has he
gained but trouble for himself and
derision from his enemies?

Oh my son, do not abandon reason
through a passing fancy for awoman.
Remember that the embraces of a
worthless wife soon grow cold. Wick-
edness in one you love rankles more
deeply thanany running sore. Sosend
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away this girl as one youloath, tofind
herself a husband in hell. She alone of
all the city defied my decree, Iwillnot
betray my people. She shall die.

No prayer to God, no tie of family,
willhelp her. She canexpectnomercy
from me. How can Iexpect obedience
from my subjects if I nurse rebellion
in my own house? Surely the man
who deals justly with his household
will also be found just in affairs of
state. He, I am sure, would acquit
himself well as ruler or as his subject,
and, amid the hail of spears, would
stand ground, a good soldier and a
loyal comrade. I have no patience
with a man who breaks the law and
tells his rulers how to rule. The man
whom the people put in power must
be obeyed in matters great and small,
just or unjust.

What evil is greater than anarchy?
Anarchy destroys cities; anarchy
desolates homes; anarchy breaks up
armies in the stress of battle. Good
lives are only made and saved by
discipline.

So we must defend the laws with all
our strength and not allow ourselves
to be flouted by a woman. If fall I
must, thenletitbeaman thatcastsme
down. Never letitbe said of me that I
was conquered by a woman.

LEADER: I am old; my age confuses me; yet

I feel that there is wisdom in your
words.

HZMON: Father, the greatest gift that the

godsimplantinmanisreason. Iwould
not dare—far be it from me—to deny
that all you say is right, and yet
another’s counsel might be of value.
Your partis notto keep watch onwhat
men say or do, what they find to

criticise. Your dread frown deters the
citizens from speaking words that
would not please your ear. :

But I hear whispers in the dark, mur-
murs among the people in pity for
this girl. “Nowoman,” they say, “ever
less deserved suchadoom. Nonewas
ever condemned to die so shamefully
for a deed so noble.”

When her own brother fell in battle,
she would notleave him unburied for
carrion curs and vultures to devour.
Is that a crime? “Does she not rather
deserve,” they say, “acrownof gold?”

Such are dark rumours that are
spreading through the city. No trea-
sure, father, is more precious to me
than your welfare. What pleases a
sonmore thanhisfather’sgood name,
or what delights a father more than
his son’s reputation?

(CREON sneers. HEEMON changes his
tone—finding every appeal useless.)

Must you always nurse this one idea
inyour heart, thatwhat you think, and
nothing else, is right? If you look into
the heart of a man who thinks that he
alone is wise, wise in all his thoughts
and words, wise above all others, you
will find nothing but emptiness.

It is no disgrace even for a wise man
to be willing to learn and yield at
times to reason. Look at trees in a
wintry torrent, how those that bend
keep safe every bough and twig, but
those that resist the raging flood are
destroyed root and branch. So, too, a
sailor who keeps his sheet taut and
never slackens it ends his voyage by
capsizing.

So, father, stay youranger. Allow your
mood to change. Though a younger
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‘man, may Lofferyoumy counsel? Isay

. thatbestby far is thatin all things man
should avoid folly. But if he cannot
always be wise (and who of us always
can?) it is good to learn from those
who speak wisdom.

LEADER: Sir, it is right that you should
profit by your son’s words, if he has
something opportune tosay. And for
you too, Haemon, to listen to your
father. Forinboth thereis good sense.

CREON: Am I, at my age, to be taught by a
youngster like this?

HZAEMON: Only if what he says is right. If T
am young, you should consider not
my years, but the merits of whatIsay.

CREON: Merit, is it, to respect law-breakers?

HZAMON: God forbid that anyone should
respect a scoundrel.

CREON: But that is precisely what she is.

HZAEMON: The people of Thebes think other-

wise. :

CREON: Shall Thebes dictate to me how I
shall rule?

HAMON: Who is talking like a youngster
now?

CREON: Am T to rule this city at another’s
dictation?

HAEMON: A city is no city that is ruled by
one mar.

CREON: Does not the city belong to the
ruler? I am the city.

HAMON: A one-man city! It's a desert you
should be ruling.

CREON: Champion a woman, would you,
boy?

HAMON: Who's the woman? You? It's you
I have at heart.

CREON: Villain, how dare youwrangle with
your father?

HZAEMON: Only because I see you sinning
against the light.

CREON: Against the light! A sin! To respect

my own prerogative?

HAEMON: Respect! Youtalk of respect when
you trample underfoot the reverence
due to the gods!

CREON: You poor fool! You woman’s slave!

HAMON: You will never find me a slave to
what is base.

CREON: In every word you utter, you plead
for her.

HAMON: Yes, and for vou too, and for
myself, and for the gods below.

CREON: Never shall you marry that girl in
this life.

HAMON: (thinking of himself, but CREON
misunderstands him.) If she dies, her
death will cause . . . another’s death.

CREON: How dare you threaten me? What
insolence!

HAMON: Threaten? Is it a threat to oppose
your nonsense?

CREON: You shall pay for this—daring to
teach me wisdom.

HZAEMON: In another man I should have
counted it madness—but—you are
my father.

CREON: You woman's playthmg' Don't try
and wheedle me.

HAMON: Do you want to do all the talking,
and hear nothing in reply?

CREON:Indeed? By allthegods on Olympus,
you shall pay for your jeering. (To the
guards) Bring out that hateful thing,
that she may die before her
bridegroom’s eyes, nay, at his very
side.

HZAMON: Before my eyes! no, never! My
face you shall never see again. Go,
rave among your friends, if they can
endure a madman.

(HAEMON goes out right, unseen by
CREON)

LEADER: See, King, your son has gone in

anger. '
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Beware ayoung mind brooding onits
pain.

CREON: Gone? Let him go, and try to do
what no man can. He shall not save
these girls from their fate.

LEADER: Do you intend to put them both to
death?

CREON: No, not the one who took no part.
You areright.

LEADER: And what death do you intend for
the other?

CREON: I will take her to a desolate spot
where man’s foot never treads, and
there seal her up alive in a rocky cav-
ern, with only as much food as cus-
tom prescribes to absolve the city of
her death. There let her pray to the
gods below, the only ones she wor-
ships, and (sarcastically) maybe they
will rescue her from death. And if
they do not, she may learn at last,
though late, that to revere the dead is
wasted toil.

(CREON goes out Ieft.)

CHORUS: Love invincible, love irresistible,
matchless in fight, love that sleeps in
a girl’s soft cheek, keeping vigil, love
that riots among the flocks, over the
sea Love seeks his prey, in lonely
~ cabins among the hills, no one can
escape you—god orman—notdeath-
less gods not mortal man, and he you
enslave is mad.
You warp the minds of the good to
sin, and lure them to disaster. Strife
you sow in peaceful homes,
embroiling sons and fathers. The shaft
of desire from a maiden’s eyes who
can resist? She sits enthroned beside
the eternal laws triumphant—man-
mocking Aphrodite. (Pause.)

(Enter ANTIGONE under escort. Qmet
music is heard.)

LEADER: Now this tempts me beyond the
law, and T can scarce hold back my
tears, when [ behold Antigone going
to Death’s bridal-bower where all
must sleep a sleep unending,

ANTIGONE: Behold me, citizens of my land,
going upon my last journey. Never
shall I see the sun again. The King of
Death, who puts all to sleep, leads me
alive to Acheron’s cold shore.

Nomarriage-son forme,nowedding-
marches there for the bride of Death.
CHORUS: With honour and praise you go
to the dark, deep vault of the dead,
smitten not by wasting disease, tast-
ing not the sword’s keen edge. Tis of
your own free will you go—no other
mortal has gone this way alive.
ANTIGONE: I have heard men tell of Niobe.
Daughter of Tantalus, Queen of
Thebes, turned to stone on Phrygia’s
mount. Stone grew round her like ivy
clinging. From her eyelids drop sad
tears, tears of everlasting rain—
On her frozen bosom lie drifts of
everclinging snow.

SomustTlie, turned to weeping stone
like Niobe.

CHORUS: Yet she was a goddess and child of
a god, while we are mortal, mere chil-
dren of men. Glorious is the name of
womanwhosharesin life and sharesin
death the lot of a suffering god.

ANTIGONE: Ah, youmock me—to my face.
Can you not wait till I am dead?
City mine, and your mighty sons,
Springs of Dirce, bear witness all!
thousacred plain where chariotsrace,
Bear witness, by .what cruel law
unweptby friendsI go condemned to
a prison-tomb—a prison strange—a
rock-built tomb—an outcast among
the living, homeless among the dead.
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CHORUS: In daring you climbed to the ut-

mostheight, climbed too high, before
the altar-steps of Justice you fell, my
child, and lost and lay. It must be for
your father’s sin that you are paying
now.

ANTIGONE: You have touched my most

bitter péjn—

My father’s sin, and the doom it
brought

On the whole of our ancient house.
Oh! the horror of that incestuous bed

Where my mother slept in her son’s
embrace—

Her son . . . my father! Where I was
conceived, I and my hell! To them I
mustgoaccursed, unmarried, ahome-
less girl to share their home in the
world below.

Oh brother, ill-starred in your mar-
riage,

‘Tis your dead hand that has mur-
dered me.

CHORUS: Respect should be paid where

respect is due, but he who rules must
guard his laws and punish the trans-
gressor.

But you—youruinsprings from your
own self-will.

ANTIGONE: I am ready.No tear, no friend,

no marriage-hymn, to cheer me on
my miserable road. On. me no more

her is the right to live on this earth.
(CREON goes into the palace.)

ANTIGONE: O grave, my bridal-chamber!

O rock-prison, my eternal home! To
you I go, to meet again mine own, all
those whom Persephone has wel-
comed among the dead. Of them Tam
the last, and the most miserable of all,
taken before my life’s allotted span.
But as I come, one hope sustains me
that my coming will be dear to my
father, and dear to you, mother, and
dear to my brother Eteocles. For with
my own hands I washed your dead
bodies and shrouded them, and
poured libations on your graves.
And now Polynices, for tending your
dead body my reward is death.

Yet against what law of God have I
offended? Why should I in my sor-
row look to heaven again? To what
friend can I appeal, when I am con-
demned as unholy for doing a holy
deed?

If my doom is held among the gods to
be right, when T have suffered death,
I shall become conscious of my sin.
But if the sin is with my judges, may
nothing worse befall them than the
wrong they do to me.

{CREON returns.)

the sun will shed his holy light. CHORUS: Look! the storm still rages in her
Alone I go—no friend, no tears. . soul.
(CREON returns impatient.) CREON: Those who are guarding her shall

: . pay for this delay.
CREON: Would men ever cease moaning . \NmGONE: Ah! those words bring death
and wailing, if moans and wails could very near

postpone death? (To the guard) Take
her away at once. Wall her up, as I
have told you, in the vault, and leave
her there alone, to die if she likes, or
goon living in a tomb. Our hands are
clean of this girl’sblood. ButallIdeny

CREON: Yes, there shall be no reprieve.

ANTIGONE: (as the guards lead her away.)
O city of Thebes, my native land! Ye
gods of my ancestors, see! They take
me away! My hour has come! Look
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on me; princes of Thebes, the last of
the royal house, see what I suffer, and
at whose hands, because I gave the
gods their due and would not dis-
obey the laws of heaven.

(Exit ANTIGONE and guards.)

CHORUS: So too, the lovely Danae
was hidden from the light of day,
imprisoned in a brazen room for a
bridal bower. Yet she came of a royal
line like yours, my child, my child,
and inher womb was the seed of Zeus
that fell in the golden rain. Terrible is
the power of Destiny, mysterious, in-
vincible, man cannot escape it. No
wealth, nor arms, nor guarded tower,
nor dark-prowed ship that fights the
sea Can save him when Fate calls.

(The blind prophet, TEIRESIAS, enters
from left, led by a boy.)

TEIRESIAS: Rulers of Thebes, we have come,
with one to see for both of us, for this
is the way the blind walk, with the
help of a guide.

CREON: Aged Teiresias, what news have
you brought?

TEIRESIAS: Harken, my son, and mark well
the prophet’s words.

CREON: Have I ever in the past spurned
your counsel?

TEIRESIAS: That is why thou steerest aright
this ship of state.

CREON: Your help I know, and will admit as
much.

TEIRESIAS: Know that once more thou
standest on the razor-edge of doom.

CREON: What is this? Your words make me
shudder.

TEIRESIAS: Thou shalt learn all as thou
hearest the warnings that my art re-
veals. As I took my place at the an-
cient seat of augury, where all the
birds gather round me, I heard a

strange noise among them, a weird
and horriblejangle. Asthey screeched
in frenzy, I knew that they were tear-
ing at each other with murderous
claws, for the whirring of their wings
made it plain.

Straightway in fear I made trial by
sacrifice on an altar fully kindled, but
no flamerose frommy offerings. Only
a dripping moisture oozed from the
thigh bones and smoked and sput-
tered among the embers. The gall shot
into the air, and the streaming bones
lay bare of the fat that covered them.
But no flame!

So failed the rites by which I vainly
sought a sign. T have it from this boy,
for he is guide to me as Iam to others.
The state 1 say is sick, sick through
your folly. All our shrines and altars
are tainted and polluted by vultures
and dogs with carrion flesh torn from
the corpse of the ill-fated son of (Edi-
pus. Nolonger do the gods acceptour
prayers and sacrifices. Our burnt of-
ferings they abominate. Nomore does
abird’s clearnote give a fair omen, for
all are gorged with the thick blood of
a slain man.

Ponder then on these things, my son.
All men at times do wrong, but
wrongs can be repaired, if men will
overcome the folly of their stubborn
will. For obstinacy often proclaims
the fool. -

So give the dead his due, and do not
stab a corpse. Is it bravery to kill a
man who is dead?

I have sought thy good, and for thine
own good I speak. "Tis sweet to learn
from one who brings good counsel—
the more so, if therein lies gain.
CREON: Aged priest, you and your kind
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shoot at me like archers at a target,
and now you dare to try your for-
tune-telling on me. For years I have
been bought and sold like merchan-
dise by your tribe of prophets. Go, do
your trading, drive your bargains in
silver from Sardis or gold from India,
but that man’s burial you shall never
buy, no, not even if the eagles of Zeus
should bear him morsel by morsel to
their master’s throne. No, not even
fear of such a pollution will make me
bury him. For I know full well that no
mortal man can pollute the gods. Ter-
ribleis the fall, aged Teiresias, of even
the wisest of men, when he disguises
wicked thoughts in eloquence for the
sake of gain.

TEIRESIAS: Oh! does no man know, doesno
man pause to think...

CREON: What platitude is this?

TEIRESIAS: How precious beyond gold is
good counsel?

CREON: As much as folly is the worst of
evils.

TEIRESIAS: That is the very disease thou art
tainted with.

CREON: I do not wish to cast your insults in
your teeth. ' .

TEIRESIAS: But thou dost, when thou sayest
that my prophecies are lies.

CREON: The prophet tribe is always out for
gold.

TEIRESIAS: Tll-gotten lucre is the curse of
tyrants.

CREON: Do you know you are speaking of
your king?

TEIRESIAS: I know it. For ‘tis through my
counsel thou hast kept thy kingdom
safe.

CREON: Wise you may be in counsel, but
treacherous at heart.

TEIRESIAS: Takeheed, lestIreveal the locked
secret in my soul.

CREON: Out with it! Speak, but let not brib-
ery sway youl

TEIRESIAS: Bribery! Is this your thought of
me?

CREON: Know this. You cannot make me
sell my fixed resolve.
TEIRESIAS: Now hear the truth and
mark itwell. Thou shaltnot see many
more courses of the chariot of the sun
before one born from thine own loins
shall be sent to death, a life for a life, a
corpse for a corpse, paid in due re-
quital, for the life thou didst deny to
her who still should live—thou who
didst so shamefully entomb her, a
living soul.

Nay more, there is another whose
soul thou keepest imprisoned on this
earth, whose corpse lies naked, un-
blessed, without a tomb. Thou hast
norightto keep him so. Wouldst thou
set thyself up as a god? For this af-
front to heaven the Avenging Furies
liein wait forthee toentrap theein the
net that thou hast spread for others.

Now consider well whether I have
been bribed to speak these words.
Before many days have passed, thy
palace will re-echo to the cries of men
and women’'s wailings. Already a
league of hate is formed against thee
of all thosecities whosemangled sons
werenotburied saveby dogsorbeasts,
or by some winged bird that brought
poliution to the dead men’s hearths
and homes.

These barbs I discharge against thy
heart, for thou hast provoked my
wrath; yea and they fly true; thou
shalt not escape their sting.

(To the boy.)
Boy,lead mehome, thatthismay vent
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his wrath on younger men, and learn
tokeep a tongue more bridled, and in
his breast to nurse better thoughts
than now he holds.

(TEIRESIAS goes out right, led by the
boy.)

LEADER OF CHORUS: O King, the man has
gone. His prophecies affright me.

Through all the years in which my
hair has turned from dark to grey, I
have never known him prophesy
falsely to this city.

CREON: I know that, too, and am troubled.
My pride forbids me to yield, but if I
stand by my decision and so bring
ruin on my head... To have to make
the choice is terrible.

LEADER: Creon, son of Menoeceus, listen to
wise counsel.

CREON: What would you have me do? Tell
me, [ will listen.

LEADER: Go, free the girl from her rocky
prison, and make a tomb for the out-
cast dead.

CREON: Is this your counsel? You would
have me yield?

LEADER: Yes, King, and at once. Swift are
the feet of the gods upon the path of
foolish men. |

CREON: Ah me! “tis hard. Iwill give up my
heart’s resolve. It is vain to fight with
destiny.

LEADER: Gonow, and do these things your-
self. Leave them not to others.
CREON: I will go as I am. Quick, my ser-
vants, wherever you are, take axes in
your hands, and hasten to that hill

you see yonder (pointing.)
Ihave reversed my will. 1 imprisoned
her; Iwill set her free. Fear impels me,
for "tis best to keep the eternal laws,
even to the last day of life.

( CREON goes out right.)

CHORUS: (joyfully.) Dionysus, god of many
names,
Child of loud-thundering Zeus,
The pride of Theban Semele,
Thou guardest Italy’s famous land,
and hast thy throne beside Eleusis
bay
Thatwelcomes ali toQueen Demeter’s
shrine.
This is thy city, where thy Maenads
dwell,
And Ismenus’ stream glides softly,
Where the dragon’s teeth were sown.
Where the smoking torches glare
Above the double-crested rock,
The nymphs have seen thee, as they
dance ‘
Above Castalia’s spring,.
From Nysa’s ivy-mantled slopes
Thou camest, from Euboea’s shore
Green with many-clustered vines,
Thou art hymned with strains divine
Through the streets of this thy city.
As of old thou lov’dst this city,
Thou and thy mother whom the light-
ning slew,
Come thou to succour us plague-
stricken,
Come with healing feet from
Parnassus’s height,
Fly over the moaning strait.
Thouleader of the stars whose breath
is fire,
Lord of wild voices of the night,
Appear, O Zeus-born, King;
Comewith thy frenzied Meenad band,
Who dance before thee all night long,
Giver of life, lacchus, come.
(Enter MESSENGER from right.)
MESSENGER: Listen, youwho dwell beside
the palaces of Cadmus and Amphion.
There is no condition of human life
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-whichIwould considerfixed orstable,
beitgood orbad, for fortune raises up
and fortune throws down the pros-
perous and unfortunate alike. There
isnosure way for a man to foretell his
destiny. Once I thought Creon a King
tobe envied, when he saved this land
of Cadmus from its foes, and took
into his hands the rule of the city,
absolute and supreme. Proud father,
too, was he of noble children. And
now hehaslostall. Whenlifeisrobbed
of joy, I count it but as living death.
Even if a man amasses in his house
great wealth, and lives in royal
pomp—if gladness once is gone, the
rest compared with it is but a puff of
smoke.

LEADER OF CHORUS: What further evil
has beset our royal house?

MESSENGER: They are dead. The guilty still
live.

LEADER: Dead? Who? At whose hand?

Speak!

MESSENGER: Hemon is dead, and by a
hand he knew too well.

LEADER: What mean you? By his father’s or
his own? '

MESSENGER: By his own, in anger at this
father’s murderous deed.

LEADER: Oh prophet! how fearfully your

words come true. 7

MESSENGER: These are the facts. The rest
must lie with you. :
(Enter EURYDICE from the palace.)

LEADER: I see Eurydice, the Queen, com-
ing forth from the palace. Is it by
chance, or has she heard about her
son?

EURYDICE: Citizens of Thebes, I was on my
way topray in Athene’s temple, when
I overheard your words. As I drew
back the bolt to open the door, news

of evil to our house fell upon my ears.
Terrified I reeled into my servants’
arms and swooned. Tell me again

" whatthenew is—my ears are used to
SOITOW.

MESSENGER: Look, Madam, I will tell you
the whole truth. I was there and saw
itall...why should I comfort youby
saying things that may prove to be
untrue? The truth is always best. I
attended your lord as his guide to the
edge of the plain, where the corpse of
Polynices lay unpitied, mangled by
dogs. We bathed it with holy water.
We prayed to Pluto and the Goddess
of the Crossways to be merciful, and
restrain theirwrath. Then we cutfresh
wood and burnt his poor remains,
and over his ashes we built a high
mound of his native earth. This done,
we went straight to the vault,
Antigone’s stony bridal-bower. From
afar we heard a noise of wailing from
the unhallowed chamber, and ran to
tell the King. As he drew near, there
reached him faint sound of a bitter
cry. At this he groaned and cried
aloud, “Ah me! can my fears be true?
AmlIireading the mostunhappyroad
of all that I have ever trod? It is my
son’s voice that greets me. Haste my
servants, gonear, pastthe placewhere
the stones are torn away. Look into
the mouth of the vault and tell me, if
it is Heemon's voice | hear, or if some
god is cheating me.”

Welooked, as the unhappy kingbade
us, and saw Antigone atthe far end of
the tomb, a noose of fine linen about
her neck. Heemon lay embracing her,
mourning his dead love, the bride of
Death, and cursing his father’s cruel
deed. When his father saw him, he
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‘uttered a terrible cry, and wentin and

- called to him. “What have you done,
my son? Why did you do it? What
calamity has unhinged your mind?
Come forth, my child, Ibeg, Iimplore
you.” Buttheboy stared athim, glow-
ering with angry eyes, he spat in his
face, and without a word drew his
double-edged sword, and made to
strike his father. But he ran out and
escaped the blow. Then Heemon, an-
gry with himself, drove the sword
into his own side, and as he breathed
his life away, his red blood gushed
forth and splashed upon her white
cheek. .

There they lie, two bodies side by
side, wedded in death, witnesses be-
fore allmankind, that of all the curses
that can fall on man, the worst curse
is his own folly.

((EURYDICE retires into the palace.)

LEADER: What do you understand by this?
The Queen has gone inside again,
without a word.

MESSENGER: ], too, am troubled, but Thope
she has only gone within to share her
bitter sorrow with her women be-
neath her roof, rather than make a
public show of grief for a death so
tragic. She is not without wisdom,
and will do nothing that is not fitting.

LEADER: I do not know, but to me this
silence is not natural. ‘“Tis more omi-
nous than this sound of wailing.

MESSENGER: Yes, you are right. Unnatural
silencemaybodeno good.Iwillgoin,
and find out if in her distraction she
conceals within her heart some secret

purpose.
(MESSENGER goes into the palace.)

(The body of HZEMON is brought in.

-CREON walks by its side.)

LEADER: Lo! here comes the King himself.
This burden tells too clear a tale. This
deed of frenzy is no stranger’s doing:
nay-—dare I say it?>—the crime is his
and his alone.

CREON: Alas for the sin of a blinded soul,
A deadly, stubborn sin.

Here you see a murdered son, the
murderer his father.

Oh! the blindness of all my wisdom!

Alas, my son, so young to die, the

guilt is mine, not yours, but mine.
LEADER: Toolate, toolate, you see the right.

CREON: Yea, taught by bitter sorrow,

On my head has fallen

A crushing blow from heaven,

God drives me along a cruel road,

Trampling on what I hold most dear,

Heavy are the sufferings of mortal

man.

(Enter SECOND MESSENGER from
the palace.) ‘

MESSENGER: Sir, sorrow enough your
hands bear already, but you are soon
to find more within your house.

CREON: What is this? Can anything the
more cruel than what is now cruel
enough?

MESSENGER: The Queen is dead—your
dead son’s mother has stabbed her-
self.

CREON: Oh! jaws of Death, inexpiable,
Will you engulf me now?

(Turning to the MESSENGER)
Thou herald of evil, what new tale of
woe is this? '

I was as dead—would’st kill me
again? What sayest thou, boy? My
wife dead? Death heaped on death?

LEADER: See for yourself.
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(The doors of the palace are opened, dis-
~ closing the body of the Queen within.)

CREON: Oh! agony still greater.
What further woe can yet await me.

My son, my wife! Oh son, your
mother!

MESSENGER: There at the altar she fell upon

a sword,
And closed her eyes in darkness, cry-
ing aloud for her elder son long dead,
and then for Haemon, and lastly on
you—the slayer of her child—She
breathed a curse.

CREON: (groaning and terror-struck.) Will no
onedraw a sword and strikemeto the
heart? My cup is full.

MESSENGER: Yes, she who lies here laid all
the blame on you, for the deaths of
both.

CREON: Tell me how she died.

MESSENGER: When she learned her dear
son's fate, with her own hand she
stabbed herself to the heart.

CREON: Ah me! the guilt is mine, I know it.
Iblame no other.

Lead me away servants away with all
speed. My life is now as death.

LEADER: You speak rightly, if there can be
any right ‘mid so much wrong.
Briefest is best, when ills are past en-
during.

CREON: Let it come, ay, let it come—
Death, the blessed doom to end my
sufferings—

Let it come, that I may never see the
sun again.

LEADER: Let be what may be. The present
CONCerns us NOw.

CEON: That prayer of mine holds all that I
could wish.

LEADER: Then pray no more. Man has no
escape from destiny.

CREON: Lead me away, a poor, rash fool,
Who killed his son unwittingly, and
killed his wife. I know not where to
look, or where to turn. All is gone
amiss. A fate intolerable has leapt
upon my head.

(As CREON is being led into the palace, the
CHORUS speaks the closing lines to the
audience.)

LEADER: Wisdom is the key to happiness,
The wise know how to bow the will to
God. Proud men, chastened, pay the
price for their proud words, and in
old age alone do they learn wisdom.

(Curtain.)

This play is reprinted as published in The
Antigone of Sophocles, translated by F. Kitchin
Smith, copyright 1947, with the kind permis-
sion of the copyright owner, Sidgwick and
Jackson, Ltd.
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